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] ad he produced a bit of it, than they had taken the box,
and suggested to him that it would be a good thing to
eat the lot. In twenty-two minutes twenty-two boys had
materially increased their weight, and he himself, in
handing out the contents, had been obliged to eat less
than a twenty-third. They had left him one packet of
biscuits, and those had caraway seeds, for which he had
constitutionally no passion whatever. Afterwards three
other new boys had complained that he was a fool for
having it all eaten up like that, instead of saving it for
them, and he had been obliged to sit on their heads one
by one. His popularity had lasted twenty-two minutes,
and, so far as he knew, had never come back. He had
been against Communism ever since.
Bounding a little on the cushioned seat, he remembered
poignantly his own cousin St. John Heyman pushing him
into a gorse-bush and holding him there for an appreciable
minute. Horrid little brutes, boys ! For a moment he
felt quite grateful to Michael for trying to get them out of
England. And yet	! He had some pleasant memories
even of boys. There was his collection of butterflies—he
had sold two Red Admirals in poor condition to a boy
for one-and-threepence. To be a boy again—h'm—and
shoot peas at passengers in a train that couldn't stop, and
drink cherry brandy going home, and win a prize by reciting
two hundred lines of fi The Lady of the Lake ' better than
' Cherry-Tart ' Burroughes—Urn ? What had become of
' Cherry-Tart' Burroughes, who had so much money at
school that his father went bankrupt ! £ Cherry-Tart'
Burroughes I
The loom of Slough faded. One was in rank country
now, and he ground the handle of the window to get a
little fresh air. A smell of trees and grass came in. Get boys
out of England ! They had funny accents in those great

